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Start-Ups 
Crash  Hop; 
Squares  Furious 


NEWMARKET  (Toike)- 
Boppers  at  Samuel  J. 
Johnson  High  School 
were  severely  bugged 
Friday  when  well-known 
greasers  Nicky  “Boss” 
Giametti,  RJ.  “Knuckles” 
O’Toole,  and  Frankie 
“Razz"  deSalva  showed 
up  unexpected  at  the 
annual  All-Areas  Dance-Off  Bonfire  Bash. 

**  # s* 

Spirit  Squad  Co-Captain,  Dance  Co- 
Coordinator  and  well-known  wet  rag  Susan 
May  Hanson  was  “just  plain  devastated”  when 
the  boys  arrived  at  the  dance  in  Giaraetti’s 
Deuce.  After  bursting  into  tears,  throwing 
her  pom-poms  to  the  ground,  and  splitting, 
her  boyfriend,  Ivy  Leaguer  Dickie  Ferguson, 
agreed  to  make  a statement. 

“Well,  gee,  I just  don’t  understand  why  they 
had  to  come  to  our  hop.  I mean,  holy  cow, 
they  didn’t  even  bring  dance  partners!  Guys 
like  that  are  just  plain  no  good.  Golly.” 

While  at  the  dance,  the  boys,  known 
throughout  Newmarket  as  the  Gators, 
proceeded  to  cut-up  by  spiking  the  punch 
and  asking  nerds’  partners  to  play  backseat 
bingo.  “Those  cubes  were  really  cruisin’  for 
a bruisin’,”  O'Toole  told  Gator  groupie  Judy 
“Pepper”  James  later  that  night  over  a hooch 
at  the  watertower.  Also,  several  keeners  lost 
their  pinks  to  deSalva  in  a series  of  drags. 
Having  surrendered  their  rides,  they  were 
forced  to  phone  Timmy  Thomson’s  father, 
Mayor  and  Fire  Chief  Ted  Thomson,  who 
obliged  with  a car  pool  when  the  dance  ended 
at  9:30pm. 

The  boys  were  asked  to  remove  themselves 
from  the  gymnasium  by  Principal  Bob  Jenson, 
who  later  described  them  as  “bad  news.”  They 
did,  though  not  without  telling  him  to  “drop 
dead  twice"  and  stealing  several  nerds’  dance 
partners.  This  led  to  an  uproar  from  the  male 
hoppers,  who  were  quickly  disheartened 
amidst  the  shower  of  insults  that  met  them. 
“Janey  Dodson  called  me  ‘four  eyes’  and  said 
I was  ‘nowheresville.’  Jiminy,  you’d  think 
being  Glee  Club  Chairman  two  years  in  a row 
would  command  some  respect.” 

Though  the  dance-off  went  smoothly  after 
that,  the  thrill  of  the  contest  was  slightly 
diluted  by  the  shortage  of  skirts.  Because 
there  were  only  two  whole  couples  left,  the 
judges  declared  Bobby  Gremson  and  Mary- 
Ann  Samson,  and  Pauly  Bobson  and  Maggie- 
Jean  Peterson  co-winners. 

When  asked  about  the  dance  later,  Giametti 
had  this  to  say:  “Looky  here,  the  Gators 
are  fat  city  and  those  geeks  are  a pile  of  Z’s, 
baby.  So  unless  you’re  lookin'  for  a knuckle 
sandwich,  you  better  dig  it.  Now  cut  it,  you’re 
frostin’  my  threads.” 

Though  later  that  night  there  were  several 
other  reports  of  general  hoodlum-ism,  there 
is  no  conclusive  evidence  that  the  Gators 
were  involved.  However,  it  has  been  reported 
by  an  anonymous  source  in  the  Newmarket 
Mother’s  Bridge  Club  that  at  least  seven 
daughters  were  home  past  curfew,  smelling 
of  what  has  been  identified  as  “cigarette 
smoke."  Also,  after  the  dance,  a custodian 
found  Honor  Society  President  Gary  Renson 
weggied  and  stuffed  in  his  locker. 

Circa  1953 


DID  YOU  KNOW? 


The  University  of  Toronto  was  originally  founded  in  65  million  B.C.  when  dinosaurs  still  roamed  the  earth 
and  cave  men  sought  a higher  education.  Back  then,  the  city  of  Toronto  was  made  np  of  active  volcanoes, 
and  was  largely  uninhabitable.  Thus,  the  entrance  exam  consisted  of  an  obstacle  course  across  gorges  filled 
with  molten  lava  and  through  a forest  of  Velociraptors  as  a test  of  whether  you  were  tough  enough  to  attend 
university.  Classes  were  taught  by  advanced  primates  who  had  been  trained  to  make  cave  writing  on  the 
chalk  boards  of  University  College  using  their  own  feces.  Sadly,  around  20  million  B.C.,  Mount  Robarhis 
(pictured  here)  erupted  unexpectedly,  filling  all  of  the  lecture  halls  with  melted  igneous  rock  and  killing  all 
of  the  primate  professors.  It  was  not  until  1827  that  U of  T’s  second  founders  located  a chunk  of  the  ancient 
lava  that  had  buried  the  original  university,  thereby  inspiring  them  to  re-create  the  past  glory  of  the  cave 
man  university  era. 


<©n  tECIjte  Bap  in  SNtftorp 

1581  Frances  Drake  completed  the  circumnavigation  of  the  world.  Never  again 
would  his  penis  experience  the  kind  of  pleasure  that  it  was  built  for. 

1797  Nathaniel  Briggs  patented  the  washing  machine  as  a solution  to  all  the  soiled 
linens  that  were  mysteriously  beginning  to  accumulate  in  his  parlour. 

1854  The  Crimean  War  began  with  Britain  and  France  declaring  war  on  Russia  using  a 
primitive  version  of  the  internet  called  A Boat  With  a Guy  On  it  That  Sails  Across  the  Ocean 
and  Brings  a Message  to  the  Other  Person. 

1885  The  Salvation  Army  was  officially  organized  in  the  U.S,  making  it  possible  for 
people  to  finally  donate  those  embarrassing  Confederate  Army  uniforms  and  later  in  the 
year  2000,  the  equally  embarrassing  stirrup  stretch  pants  that  teenage  girls  had  worn  in 
the  early  1990s. 

1Q1 7 During  World  War  I the  Women’s  Army  Auxiliary  Corps  (WAAC)  was  founded. 
The  WAAC  was  later  disbanded  by  President  Roosevelt  during  World  War  II,  as  many  of  the 
group’s  participants  had  gained  a bit  of  a reputation  for  being  “loose  women”. 

1986  More  than  6,000  radio  stations  of  all  format  varieties  played  “We  are  the  World” 
simultaneously  at  10:15  a.m.  EST.  This  resulted  in  all  of  the  people  who  had  heard  the  song 
running  to  the  washroom  to  vomit  simultaneously. 

1990  In  Britain,  a joint  Anglo-U.S.  “sting"  operation  ended  with  the  seizure  of  40 
capacitors,  which  can  be  used  in  the  trigger  mechanism  of  a nuclear  weapon.  On  this  same 
day  in  history,  my  older  cousin  Janet  got  her  period  for  the  first  time,  and  I was  really 
confused  about  why  my  aunt  kept  saying  that  she  had  “finally  become  a woman”. 


Dangerous  Alien 
Entity  Strikes  On 
Campus 

Federal  Bureau  of  Extraterrestrial 
Encounters 

TORONTO  (Toike)  - A strange  creature  was 
sighted  on  campus  i/7th  of  a fortnight  ago. 
The  witness  was  a 3rd  year  medical  student 
who  was  innocently  trimming  his  sideburns 
with  his  scalpel.  His  astonished  cry  was 
heard  all  over  campus  when  he  chanced  upon 
the  thing.  All  froze  in  terror  as  his  shout  of 
“God  man!  What  in  the  bloody  blimin’  hell  is 
that!?"  pierced  their  ears  and  stunned  them 
like  a flatulent  outburst  at  a board  room 
meeting. 

The  witness,  who  would  rather  not  be  named, 
could  only  remember  that  the  thing  was  a bi- 
pedal sapiens  like  being  who  had  no  sideburns 
and  who  possesed  two  parabolic  protrusions 
around  the  chest.  Are  these  weapons? 
Many  professors  believe  so.  Dr.  John  Fritter 
thinks  that  the  creature  possesses  evil  mind 
reducing  capabilities  and  has  come  to  U of  T 
to  sap  the  revered  academic  institution  of  its 
brain  power. 

Evidence  for  this  proposal  comes  from  the 
witness  himself  who  alleges  that  he  could  not 
stop  staring  at  the  twin  protrusions.  “They 
took  control  of  my  brain.”  He  explains  in  a 
shaky  voice.  “After  they  were  out  of  sight  and 
I reclaimed  my  mind,  I felt  significantly  more 
dim-witted." 

Concerned  friends  reported  that  the  witness 
walked  around  in  a daze  during  the  day  of 
the  attack.  Besides  walking  into  various 
lamp-posts  and  mistaking  his  proffessor  for 
a cadaver,  he  dropped  his  scalpel  on  his  toe. 
He  is  now  in  the  hospital  recovering  from  his 
injury  and  well  as  his  brain  loss. 

Will  the  creature  strike  again?  We  cannot 
know.  As  we  are  unable  to  catch  the  thing, 
we  know  not  when  or  where  the  next  attack 
will  occur.  The  witness  has  no  recollection 
of  what  the  things  face  looked  like  as  he  was 
completely  transfixed  by  the  two  hypnotic- 
orbs.  No  doubt  this  is  a ploy  of  the  creature  to 
escape  detection. 

All  students  are  at  risk  and  as  far  as  we 
know,  there  is  no  way  to  defend  against  the 
unexpected  strikes  by  the  entity  except 
perhaps  faking  dead.  If  you  chance  upon 
the  thing,  do  not  panic.  Simply  stop  drop 
and  roll.  Then  don’t  move.  Singing  medival 
Gregorian  chants  as  you  fall  may  intercept 
the  evil  influence  of  the  spherical  mind 
sapping  units. 

Our  academic  institution  is  in  grave  danger. 
The  creature  may  come  again  or  worse,  bring 
more  of  its  kind  to  reduce  the  student  body  to 
a mass  of  bumbling,  ungainly  morons. 

Circa  1911 
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Graphics  Editor  David  Kobayashi 
Layout  Editor  Jesse  Katz-Totton 


The  Readers:  without  you  this  newspaper  is  meaningless.  If  you've  ever  smiled,  laughed,  drooled, 
or  maybe  even  shit  your  pants  (slam  dunk!)  then  1 am  happy.  Thanks  to  everyone  who  sent  in  letters 
with  phrases  like  “you  guys  kick  ass"  and  “I  want  to  kill  you".  1 promise  you  all  that  next  year  will  be 
even  better! 


Senior  Staff  Writer 
Staff  Writers 


Annie  Unnold 

Anne  Lange 
Laurent  Noonan 
Alex  Wun 


Paul  Dabrowski 
Anthony  Apostoli 


Quality  Assurance 
Webmaster 

senas  Production  Staff  = 
Art/Graphics 


Writers 


Dustin  Ladyshewsky 
Hvein  Lee 

Mei  Ling  Chen 
Sean  Hockin 
Ronnie  Linklater 
Steve  Mah 
Peter  Suddard 
Marin  Turk 


Mark  Jaggassar  (Editor-in-Chief  2002-2003):  your  grandiose  ideas  somehow  meshed  perfectly 
with  mine.  Thanks  for  giving  me  the  chance  to  be  Senior  Staff  Writer  this  year,  and  paving  the  way  for 
the  way  we  do  things  now.  I stand  on  the  shoulders  of  giants. 

Don  McAuslan  and  Dave  Perry  (2001-2002,  2000-2001  Toike  Editors):  not  sure  if  you  ever 
thought  I was  any  good  as  a writer,  but  you  both  printed  me  and  my  loony  comics  anyway.  Thanks  for 
giving  me  the  experience  to  write  and  appreciate  writing.  Congrats  to  Don  and  best  of  luck  with  your 
VP  Finance  job...  it’s  gonna  be  a handful. 

David  Kobayashi  (Graphics  Editor):  you  seriously  put  in  more  hours  of  work  than  anyone  I know 
on  staff  (well,  besides  me,  guffaw)  and  frankly  the  paper  looked  absolutely  amazing  from  month  to 
month  because  of  you.  Your  efforts  have  not  gone  unnoticed  and  I wish  you  the  best  of  luck  taking 
over  the  Toike  as  Editor-in-Chief  for  the  2004-2005  season!  Good  thing  you're  already  used  to  the 
stale  air  in  engcom. 

Terry  Lung  and  Holly  Wonch  (Copy  Editors):  you  kept  the  paper  (relatively)  error-free  and 
cleaned  up  the  mistakes  of  many,  many,  many,  writers.  Your  eyes  dried  out  and  you  stole  my  books 
on  writing  style  and  punctuation  (which  you  may  keep!)  Thanks  for  your  keen  vision,  flashy  red  pens, 
and  upbeat  attitudes! 

Jesse  Katz-Totton  (Layout  Editor):  I don't  know  how  you  did  it  from  month  to  month,  but  you 
went  from  three  days  of  layout  to  only  one  day  of  layout.  Did  you  sell  your  soul  to  the  devil  to  work  that 
fast?  Thanks  for  setting  up  the  templates  for  all  future  Toikes  to  come.  Layout  will  never  be  difficult 
with  the  way  you  set  it  up. 

Laurent  Noonan  (Senior  Staff  Writer):  Thanks  for  all  of  your  nutty  ideas  and  the  ego  battles  we 
had  in  the  office.  What  is  life  without  conflict? 
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Special  Thanks  to: 

Editorials. 


WHAT  HO? 

The  Toike  Oike  is  n covert  organization 
committed  to  the  proliferation  of  humour  at 
the  University  of  Toronto.  It  is  our  mandate 
to  insist  that  your  education  is  NOT  about 
your  career  so  much  as  it  is  about  shaping 
your  outlook  on  life  to  come.  So  lighten  up. 
sit  back  and  have  an  iced  tea  (even  if  it's  cold 
out  tide).  Our  ranks  are  filled  with  zealous 
revolutionaries  from  both  Engineering  and 
Arts  & Science.  We  meet  every  month  on 
the  Saturday  following  distribution.  Viva  la 
revolution! 


Staff  Writers:  Alex,  you  have  turned  out  to  be  one  hell  of  a kickass  writer— Keep  on  rockin'.  Alice, 
best  of  luck  with  the  new  VP  Communications  position— you  will  be  missed.  Anne,  with  your  talent, 
enthusiasm  and  willingness  to  put  your  ideas  on  the  line  I would  not  have  guessed  that  you  were  in  first 
year  (guffaw!).  Dave,  machismo  forever— original  soul!  Annie,  this  one’s  for  you— kick  some  ass  next 
year  as  Senior  Staff  Writer,  you’ve  earned  it. 

Paul  Dabrowski  (Quality  Assurance):  Keep  on  sticking  it  to  the  man.  Don't  go  too  crazy  on  PeY; 
I know  you  still  have  a few  months  left  but  just  wait,  4th  year  hell  is  waiting  for  you. 

Regular  Contributors:  Mei  Ling  Chen  and  Sean  Hockin,  the  dynamic  f!rosh  duo.  Best  of  luck 
to  you  both,  your  invitations  to  be  staff  writers  are  in  the  mail.  Marin  l\irk,  a solid  performance  so 
far— we'd  love  to  have  you  as  a staff  writer  next  year  too.  Peter  Suddard,  that  Bible  DVD  idea  was 
fucking  great.  Ron  Linklater,  good  luck  in  4th  year  man,  thesis  is  a bitch.  Nick  Loberto,  thanks  for 
taking  over  the  classifieds  from  Dave  (he’s  a busy  man!).  Ben  Spigel  and  James  Holler,  hope  you  have 
more  time  to  write  next  year. 

Ashley  Morton  (SAC  President  2003-2004):  Thanks  for  helping  us  get  the  news  stands.  You 
have  no  idea  how  much  that  meant  for  the  newspaper. 

Mike  “Studi”  (Engineering  Communications  Chair  2003-2004):  Thanks  for  your  support 
throughout  the  year  and  especially  during  the  bogus  controversy.  1 owe  you  a beer. 


DISCLAIMER 
The  radical,  ultra  left-wing  opinions 
expressed  in  this  newspaper  do  not 
necessarily  reflect  those  of  the  Engineering 
Society  or  the  University  of  Toronto,  In 
fart,  Urey  don’t  even  necessarily  reflect  the 
opinions  of  the  writers.  If  you  happen  to 
find  any  of  the  material  within  these  pages 
offensive,  do  not  try  to  sue  us,  as  we  have 
crack  team  of  crackhead  lawyers  ready  to 
bring  tha  pain.  Sucka. 


Barb  Ellenson:  Your  help  all  year  was  fantastic.  Thank  you! 

Everyone  Who  Chose  to  Complain  to  the  Faculty  and  NOT  to  Us:  Thanks  for  completely 
bypassing  the  feedback  loop  and  stirring  up  a shit-storm  that  was  completely  unnecessary.  If  that’s 
what  it  takes  to  create  a hubbub  these  days  then  nothing  can  save  us  from  getting  shut  down. 

Certain  Officers  (not  all)  Who  Ditched  Us  and  Yielded  to  Faculty  Pressure:  Thanks  for 
demonstrating  two  old  sayings:  “There’s  no  such  things  as  bad  soldiers,  just  bad  officers,”  and  “Don't 
piss  down  my  hack  and  tell  me  it’s  raining."  Quotes  courtesy  of  Col.  Hackworth  and  the  Outlaw  Josey 
Wales. 

I’d  hate  to  end  this  on  a bad  note  so  let’s  move  on  to  the  special  thanks! 


gcourin 


Printer 

Weller  Publishing  Inc 

Ad  Placement 
Campus  Plus 


Special  thanks  to:  Grand  Funk  Railroad  for  good  music,  MXC  for  when  I was  bored,  OJ  at  Einstein’s 
for  the  sweet  advertising  for  chickens  deal,  Krystal  Nicholson  and  Kamilah  Munroe  at  Campus  Plus, 
University  of  Toronto  for  the  fun  ride,  the  University  of  Toronto  Engineering  Society  for  giving  me  this 
job,  everyone  who  believes  that  this  University  can  have  more  life,  more  fun,  and  more  mind-altering 
experiences. 

Additional  Thanks  to:  everyone  who  1 did  not  mention  (I  am  sometimes  forgetful)  but  who  I know 
deep  down  contributed  their  share  to  this  fine  newspaper. 

As  you  can  see,  this  little  publication  was  the  result  of  many  hardcore  enthusiastic  individuals. 
Ultimately  they  formed  a working  team  that  managed  to  turn  silver  into  gold  from  month  to  month. 
Congratulations  to  you  all  on  your  fine  efforts.  Make  me  proud  by  doing  an  even  better  job  next  year 
and  blowing  this  year  out  of  the  water! 

This  is  'Cheetos',  singing  off  and  hopefully  graduating...  now  back  to  writing  my  thesis. 

Good  night  U of  T,  Good  night  Canada!!!  Over  and  out. 


Kevin  Au 

Editor-in-Chief,  2003-2004 


TOP  1 WANKERS 

YOU! 


Editorial 


THINKING  BACK... 


A long  time  ago  when  I first  stepped  foot  onto  this  here  university  I had  no  real  idea  what  the  fuck  I was 
about  to  get  into.  I was  a fresh-faced  cherry  who  knew  jack  shit  about  the  real  world  and  I can’t  say  that 
I really  know  it  any  better  thanks  to  school. 

Luckily  I have  had  the  honour  to  work  for  this  newspaper  for  every  year  that  I was  here.  1 never 
thought  I’d  end  up  running  it.  Not  at  first,  anyways!  But  after  a while  this  thing  just  grew  on  me.  I 
can  say  now  that  this  has  been  the  biggest  influence  on  my  time  here.  Were  it  not  for  the  Toike  I would 
have  gone  insane  long  ago  . 

Over  the  years  I have  seen  many  a writer  come  and  go.  I’ve  even  seen  (and  had  the  pleasure  to  meet)  a 
few  rare  comic  artists  here  and  there.  Last  year  as  Senior  Staff  Writer  I worked  with  Mark  Jaggassar  to 
shake  things  up  a little  at  the  Toike  and  branch  out  to  the  entire  campus.  This  year  I’ve  had  a smashing 
time  and  I’ve  come  to  consider  the  entire  staff  my  extended  family.  You  girls  and  guys  (and  I say  girls 
first  because  for  the  first  time  to  my  knowledge  the  Toike  has  more  female  staff  than  male)  are  quite 
simply  the  best  bunch  of  people  I’ve  ever  worked  with.  All  those  horrible  hours  spent  in  the  dungeon 
(engcom)  were  made  better  with  your  tireless  efforts.  And  so  begins  a rather  lengthy  thank  you  list.  A 
toast,  to  all  those  whom  1 am  indebted  to  for  their  noble  deeds: 


The  Top  2 T-Shirt 
Slogans  That 
Don't  Exist 

2.  Go  ahead;  stare  at  my 
chest  - it's  easier  for  my 
boyfriend  to  rob  you 

1.  My  other  shirt  is  hanging 
on  your  mom's  bed 
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NEWS  BRIEFS 

GUY  NOT  SURE  IF  DEFECATED  ON 
BY  BIRD 

TORONTO  (Star)  - A man  walking  west  on 
Bloor  Street  this  morning  thinks  a bird  may 
have  pooped  on  his  head,  but  he  is  unsure. 
“Could  have  been  water,”  says  man.  Local 
authorities  are  looking  into  the  matter. 


STUDENT  HOPES  LONG  TIME 
CRUSH  WILL  ATTEND  END  OF 
YEAR  PARTY 

TORONTO  (SUN)  - Andrew  Rowley,  23,  a 
third  year  student  of  New  College,  is  anxiously 
awaiting  the  end  of  year  New  College  party. 
Rowley  hopes  his  “long  time  crush,"  Allison 
Peters,  22,  who  he  has  not  seen  in  over  a 
year,  will  attend  and  that  he  will  have  the 
nerve  to  speak  to  her,  and  possibly  get  laid. 
“I’ve  been  waiting  for  this  moment,”  says 
Rowley,  “I  can’t  say  I’m  not  nervous.  I’ve  been 
preparing  myself,  of  course,  but  you  never 
know  what  can  happen  in  these  types  of 
situations.”  Rowley  met  Peters  last  year  while 
they  shared  a class.  He  claims  that  Peters 
made  the  first  move  after  lightly  touching  his 
arm  in  response  to  a joke  he  made  in  class. 
Though  their  acquaintance  was  cut  short 
due  to  an  e-mail  fiasco  which  resulted  in 
Rowley’s  nervous  breakdown  and  eventually 
taking  a sabbatical  from  school,  Rowley  says 
he  loves  her  and  strongly  believes  Peters  is 
his  soul  mate.  “She’s  the  one,”  told  Rowley, 
“whatever  happened  last  year  is  in  the  past. 
I completely  forgive  her  about  the  e-mail 
incident."  Unfortunately  Rowley  is  unaware 
that  Peters  left  for  Australia  in  February  to 
study  abroad.  She  is  accompanied  by  her 
fiancee  of  6 months. 


JAYWALKER  HIT  BY  BUS 
INCIDENT  DESCRIBED  AS 
"TRAGY-COMEDIC” 

TORONTO  (Star)  - A jaywalker  was  hit 
by  a school  bus  yesterday  while  trying  to 
cross  the  street  at  Queen’s  Park;  onlookers 
described  the  scene  as  both  laughter  and 
tears.  Lydia  Shemeluck,  21,  a Phys-ed 
student  at  UofT,  was  crossing  the  street  in  a 
funny  trot,  when  she  noticed  the  bus  heading 
her  way  and  began  trotting  faster  to  avoid 
it.  Friends  say  the  trotting  was  funny  but 
the  bus  running  her  over  wasn’t.  “I  saw  her 
trotting  and  started  laughing,”  says  friend 
Tim  Washburn,  “I  wanted  to  warn  her  about 
the  bus,  but  I was  just  laughing  too  much. 
Then,  when  she  noticed  the  bus,  her  trotting 
just  got  funnier,  I thought  I was  gonna 
die!”  Washburn  described  Shemeluck’s 
trot  as  a light  hop  and  he  stressed  the  fact 
that  she  held  her  hands  up  in  the  air,  with 
“loose”  wrists,  while  jaywalking.  Continues 
Washburn:  “When  she  noticed  the  bus  her 
trot  got  more  frantic,  and  frenzied,  like  she 
was  afraid  for  her  life  or  something.  Her 
hands  were  flailing  everywhere!  Oh  man! 
It  was  hilarious!”  Though  Washburn  was 
highly  entertained  by  the  incident,  he  agrees 
that  it  was  no  longer  funny  once  Shemeluck 
was  hit  by  the  bus.  “Yes,  I was  laughing  a lot,” 
a now  serious  Washburn  explains.  “But  when 
she  got  smacked  by  the  bus  I realized  the  joke 
was  pretty  much  over.” 


PIGEONS  ARE  FEELING  GROOVY 

TORONTO  (SUN)  - The  miracles  of  science 
have  answered  the  question  that  has  perplexed 
urban  dwellers  for  centuries.  Last  week, 
scientist  Lucy  Larry  discovered  why  pigeons 
walk  with  a funny  bobbing  gait.  FMRI  scans 
have  revealed  that  when  the  heat  patterns 
produced  by  the  brains  of  a standard  pigeon 
are  translated  into  sound  waves,  they  are  an 
exact  replica  of  the  Simon  and  Garfunke!  1966 
hit  “ Feel  in’  Groovy”.  Mrs.  Larry  proposes 
“the  song  must  be  playing  in  their  heads  all 
the  time".  The  rhythmic,  outward  protrusion 
of  the  neck  that  accompanies  each  step  a 
pigeon  makes  is  simply,  as  Mrs.  Larry  put  it, 
“ them  groovin’  to  the  beat."  There  was  one 
outstanding  case  where  the  pigeon's  heat 
patterns  mimicked  the  song  “Fuck  the  Police” 
by  N.W.A.  This  pigeon  has  been  permanently 
sedated  for  public  safety. 


Grandfather’s  Unexpected  Longevity 
Serious  Inconvenience  to  Family 


Gay  Man  Literally 
Stuck  in  Closet 


MARKHAM  (Toike)  - Cancer  sufferer 
Jack  McGee,  89,  originally  given  only  two 
short  weeks  to  live,  survived  a total  of 
seven  weeks  much  to  the  disappointment 
and  inconvenience  of 
his  friends  and  family. 

Doctors  at  St.  Luke’s 
Community  Hospital 
predicted  that  McGee’s 
life  consuming  cancer 
would  be  terminal  in 
approximately  two  weeks 
from  the  time  he  was  last 
admitted  to  the  hospital. 

However  McGee,  “always 
a fighter”  according  to 
son  Scott,  held  on  to 
life  by  just  a thread  for 
almost  five  weeks  longer 
than  expected  before 
passing  away  surrounded  by  his  family,  most 
of  whom  had  been  waiting  around  for  more 
than  a month. 

“I  loved  the  old  man  and  all  but  I really  don’t 
have  the  time  to  wait  around  for  him  to  kick 
the  bucket,”  complained  eldest  son  Ryan 
McGee.  “I  can’t  afford  to  take  off  work  week 
after  week.  Dad’s  death  probably  cost  me  ten 
grand  in  lost  profits.” 

“When  I heard  ol'  Jack  was  nearly  done  for,  I 
was  devastated,”  explained  a long  time  friend 
and  confidant  “but  grief  only  lasts  so  long.  I 
was  totally  in  the  acceptance  phase  before  he 
even  died.  By  the  time  of  the  funeral  I was 
completely  indifferent.” 

The  feelings  of  indifference  were  common 
among  funeral  attendees  largely  due  to  the 
fact  that  the  burial  plans  had  to  be  repeatedly 


postponed.  McGee’s  unexpected  longevity 
resulted  in  his  family  having  to  reschedule 
services  at  Dodsworth  and  Brown  Funeral 
Home  a total  of  four  times  as  his  health  rose 
and  fell  like  a yo-yo. 

“We  were  vacationing  in 
Cancun  when  we  heard 
the  news,”  recalled 
Sherry,  one  of  McGee’s 
daughter-in-laws,  “We 
got  here  right  away  but 
really,  if  we  had  known 
Jack  wouldn't  be  pushin’ 
up  daisies  for  another 
month...  well  let’s  just  say 
I could  have  one  kick-ass 
tan  by  now.” 

McGee  is  survived  by  his 
two  sons,  their  wives  and  five  grandchildren, 
all  of  whom  missed  five  weeks  of  school  just 
to  be  at  their  grandpa’s  side  in  his  final  days- 
turned-weeks. 

Six-year-old  Jenna  was  especially  distraught 
by  her  grandfather’s  death.  “Grandpa’s 
house  was  always  so  much  fun  but  this  time 
he  just  laid  there  with  that  mask  on.  He 
wouldn’t  play  with  me,  not  even  when  I tried 
to  jump  rope  with  those  tubes  he  held  in  his 
mouth.” 

Not  everyone  was  upset  or  surprised  about 
McGee’s  passing,  especially  former  WWII 
comrade  Herby  Newman.  “I  never  liked  the 
old  bugger.  Always  last  out  of  the  trench, 
always  holding  up  the  advance,  just  like  him 
not  to  die  on  time,  neither.  No  surprise,  ‘bout 
time  you  old  bugger!” 

Ron  Linklater 


Irony  of  the  situation  declared  “delicious" 


TORONTO  (SUN)-  It 
was  an  ordinary  day  for 
John  Stevenson  until  he 
went  to  get  dressed  in 
his  medium-sized  dorm 
closet  last  Thursday. 
Donning  a grey  sweater 
and  jeans,  Stevenson 
turned  around  to  open 
the  closet  door,  only  to  discover  that  it  would 
not  budge.  Though  he  knocked  on  the  door 
for  hours,  he  knew  he  was  in  for  the  long 
haul  when  no  one  came  to  his  rescue  and  he 
remembered  that  his  roommate  and  most 
of  the  people  on  his  floor  had  gone  home  for 
a long  weekend.  After  four  days  of  eating 
shoe  leather  to  survive,  John  was  finally 
discovered  by  his  don  and  treated  for  minor 
dehydration. 

All  of  this  would  make  for  nothing  more  than 
a seriously-themed  “Punky  Brewster"  episode 
if  it  weren't  for  the  first  words  that  Stevenson 
uttered  when  he  came  out  of  the  closet  on  that 
fateful  day.  “I  said  I'm  gay!’”  John  recalls.  “I 
had  a lot  of  time  to  think  while  I was  stuck  in 
there,  and  at  the  end  of  it  all,  I figured  I might 
as  well  kill  two  birds  with  one  stone  when  I 
was  rescued." 

Although  John  was  previously  in  the  closet 
before  the  whole  incident  occurred,  friends 
were  hardly  surprised  by  the  news  and  were 
particularly  thrilled  at  the  clever  way  that  his 
coming  out  was  executed.  Even  his  parents, 
who  were  at  first  silently  uncomfortable  with 
the  whole  affair,  were  completely  won  over 
when  told  that  their  son’s  sexuality  had  been 
revealed  through  the  use  of  a dated  pun. 

Annie  Unnold 


Student  Recites 
“Deep  Thought”  in 
Lecture 


TORONTO  (Toike)  - Philosophy  student 
Anthony  “Boom  Boom”  Bakerdjian  allegedly 
shocked  classmates  yesterday  when  he  stood 
from  his  seat  during  lecture  and  began  to 
iterate  a deep  thought.  The  professor  and 
students  silently  listened,  and  were  baffled 
by  what  they  heard. 

Bakerdjian  apparently  stood  up  and 
demanded  the  attention  of  the  lecture  hall, 
while  subsequently  removing  a small  book 
from  his  bag,  which  supposedly  contained 
the  deep  thought.  He  then  began  to  loudly 
recite  it,  and  as  students  began  buckling  at 
the  force  of  its  deep  meaning,  he  started  to 
“become  very  flamboyant  and  animated"  and 
gallivanted  victoriously  around  the  seats. 

"I  was  just  like,  whoa  man,  what  just 
happened?”  said  one  of  Bakerdjian’s 
classmates.  “One  second  I'm  just  getting  into 
my  lecture  sleeping  position,  and  the  next 
I hear  this  deep  thought...  I started  seeing 
spots  and  stuff...  it  totally  rocked  my  mind.” 
When  asked  about  the  nature  of  the  thought, 
students  described  it  as  “seriously  deep"  and 
“major  deepness,"  while  one  student  simply 
began  making  swimming  motions  with  his 
arms  and  pointing  downwards.  Lecture  was 
abruptly  dismissed  in  order  to  give  students 
time  to  digest  it  all.  The  professor,  who  has 
requested  anonymity,  revealed  his  relief.  “I 
was  running  out  of  material,"  he  stated,  “and  I 
was  kind  of  hoping  something  would  stop  the 
students  from  realizing  I had  no  clue  what  I 
was  talking  about...  but  then  again,  whenever 
that  happens  I just  tell  them  it’s  all  relative." 
Some  were  more  impacted  than  others. 
“There’s  McCain  Deep  and  Delicious  Cake, 
there’s  Deep  Space  Nine,  but  then  there’s... 
this..."  a student  tremulously  stammered.  “I 
don’t  think  my  life  will  ever  be  the  same.” 

The  department  has  considered  a scholarship 
for  Bakerdjian  in  lieu  of  the  event.  A mandate 
has  gone  out  ordering  that  the  deep  thought 
be  banned  from  disclosure  to  the  public  or 
media,  for  obvious  security  reasons. 

Steve  Mah 
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Great  Engineers 

OF  THE  15TH  AND  16TH  CENTURIES 


It  has  been  a long,  grueling  year  for  all  of  us 
here  at  U of  T.  For  lucky  graduates,  the  silver 
lining  of  the  future  sparkles  in  the  sunset, 
golden  meadows  whisper  endless  possibilities 
into  the  winds  of  freedom,  gently  falling  snow 
signals  a new  beginning,  and  tangy  citrus 
Mountain  Dew  fizzes  success.  While  for  poor 
Flrosh,  it  comes  to  be  that  the  shining  light  at 
the  end  of  your  tunnel  was  just  a freight  train 
heading  your  way.  It’s  coming  your  waaaay! 


Those  remaining  are  still  lost  somewhere 
in  the  middle.  You  can  see  the  flowery 
orchards  in  the  distance,  you  can  detect  the 
faint  hint  of  delicious  apple  pie,  but  the  field 
you’re  walking  through  is  just  covered,  knee- 
deep  with  shit.  In  this  year’s  final  issue,  the 
Toike  has  decided  to  commemorate  some  of 
history’s  greatest  inventors  and  engineers 
who  have  motivated  and  inspired  us  all  to 
continue  striving  for  a better  tomorrow. 


lord  Ronald  popelton  cm  14  - 14 60 

A carpenter  by  trade.  Lord  Popelton  built  his  fortune  by 
building  custom  paperweights  for  the  wealthy.  In  his  spare 
time,  Popelton  was  nn  avid  inventor.  Among  his  most  amazing 
inventions  were  his  precursors  to  the  modern  day  toothpick, 
shish-kebob  skewer,  and  dowel  rod.  However,  he  is  best 
known  for  his  “Automatic  Convection  Game-Hen  Cooking 
Box"  which  survived  through  the  ages  to  become  today’s 
Showtime  Rotisserie  Grill.  A product  of  sheer  wood-workinj 
ingenuity,  game  hens  would  be  placed  inside  the  Cooking  Box’s  convection  compartment 
suspended  bv  Popelton's  very  own  wooden  shaft  technology.  The  owner  could  then  instruct  a 
slave  to  slowly  rotate  the  game  hen  while  he  attended  to  other  business.  This  unique  ability  to 
“set  it  and  forget  it"  became  wildly  popular.  Furthering  the  Cooking  Box's  widespread  use,  the 
wooden  compartment  absorbed  oils  and  grease  like  a sponge  - effectively  “cutting  the  fat"  out  of 
a well  cooked  bird.  However,  no  flavour  was  ever  lost  since  each  bird  cooked  in  the  Cooking  Box 


automatically  inherited  the  tastes  of  all  previous  birds  cooked  in  the  same  box.  The  more  the 
Cooking  Box  was  used,  the  fuller  the  flavour  of  the  birds  it  would  produce. • 


VESPUCCI  DACjUCCI  (1470-1515) 

An  animal  trapper  who  spent  his  life  in  a self-made 
sod  hut  in  the  woods,  DaGucci  dedicated  himself  to  the 
study  of  animals  he  trapped.  DaGucci  was  notorious  for 
his  eccentric  love  of  animals  and  his  radical  scientific 
viewpoints.  He  strongly  believed  that  biology  and 
technology  were  not  two  irreconcilable  fields  but  were 
destined  to  merge  into  one  universal  science  - a heretical 
belief  in  his  era.  However,  many  now  praise  him  as  the  father  of  bio-mechanical  engineering. 
His  most  well  known  work  was  the  “Animated  Animal  Pelt-Spring  Hybrid".  In  his  visionary 
creation,  DaGucci  wrapped  an  animal  pelt  around  a long,  loosely  coiled  metal  spring.  When 
held  in  the  proper  position,  a person  could  use  his  forefinger  and  thumb  to  manipulate  the 
Animal-Spring  in  a highly  lifelike  fashion.  DaGucci  developed  several  techniques  and  routines 
to  make  his  Animal-Spring  appear  playful,  frightened,  and  even  curious.  His  tricks  never 
ceased  to  amaze  his  loyal  audience  of  boulders  and  wildflowers.  He  was  still  struggling  with 
imitating  an  “animal-in-heat”  emotion  when  he  fell  unexpectedly  ill  and  passed  away.  His  name 
would  remain  in  relative  obscurity  for  the  next  couple  of  centuries  until  modern  day  architects 
discovered  and  published  his  papers. 


GENERAL  ZHU  ZHOU  Di  (1537-1573) 

General  Zhu  was  a prominent  figure  in  several  of  the  Ming 
dynasty's  major  battles,  although  historians  typically  attribute 
his  victories  to  luck  rather  than  military  prowess.  Many  of  Zhu  s 
peers  felt  he  was  more  trouble  than  he  was  worth,  since  Zhu 
tended  to  focus  more  on  his  hobby  than  anything  else,  Zhu's 
primary  interest,  like  many  young  generals  of  his  time,  was 
with  horses  and  riding  fast  horses.  He  was  infamous  amongst 
villagers  and  farmers  for  frequently  racing  his  horses  through 
their  settlements  - throwing  neatly  arrauged  piles  of  dirt  and 
straw  into  complete  disarray.  However,  his  passion  in  this  area 
also  resulted  in  technological  innovations  that  we  could  not  do 
without  today.  A natural  innovator,  Zhu  would  purchase  average 
quality  horses  and  replace  existing  equipment  on  the  horse  with 
his  own  bright,  pastel  coloured  reins  and  saddles.  Custom  rein 
and  saddle-jobs  quickly  gained  popularity  amongst  his  followers.  Zhu  also  developed  neon 
lanterns  to  be  hung  on  a horse's  froDt  and  rear,  making  the  horse  appear  as  though  it  came  from 
the  future.  He  is  mostly  remembered  for  his  “Dynamic  Rear-Spoiler”  which  was  essentially  a 
wing  attached  to  the  horse's  haunch.  While  in  motion,  the  Spoiler  lifted  the  horse’s  rear  end 
reducing  friction  with  the  ground  - increasing  its  overall  top  speed  and  cornering  abilities. 
Enthusiasts  often  combined  all  the  above  customizations  with  Zhu’s  * 8 -Ventricle/2-stroke 
Horse  Heart”  which  doubled  the  horse's  horsepower.  Due  to  his  ability  to  ride  fast  horses,  Zhu 
typically  had  money  and  concubines  rain  down  on  him  rather  than  water. 


I CAN  SLIDE  RULE  YOUR  ASS 
UNDER  THE  TABLE 


By  Professor  Paul  Dabrowski  Sr.  Ill,  CIV  4T5 


Quick,  what’s  529 
divided  by  23?  What’s 
the  matter,  forget 
your  23  times  table, 
you  miserable  excuse 
for  an  engineering 
graduate?  Solar 
calculator  not  working 
because  you’re  in 
the  dark?  Spare  me 
your  sob  stories,  you 
pussy.  An  engineer 
should  be  prepared  to 
make  calculations  like  these  at  any  moment. 
You’re  not  cut  out  for  this  line  of  work.  I can 
slide  rule  your  ass  under  the  table. 


Back  in  my  day  of  schooling,  the  only  adding 
machine  in  the  world  was  under  Nazi- 
control.  But  you  didn’t  see  me  complaining! 
The  Allies  still  marched  on  Berlin,  and  their 
artillery  trajectories  still  rained  hot  burning 
shrapnel  love  on  old  Jerry  & Co.,  with 
minimal  collateral  damage.  How  did  they 
do  it,  you  ask?  I should  slap  you  for  your 
insolence.  The  slide  rule,  imbecile! 


I must  say,  old  bean,  they  sure  don’t  train 
engineers  like  they  used  to.  Being  allowed 
to  bring  a calculating  device  into  an  exam 
is  sacrilege.  If  you  cannot  determine  the 
square  root  of  5 in  your  head,  you  deserve 
to  be  shot.  In  fact,  the  Faculty  used  to 
enforce  that  rule  literally  until  1939,  when 
the  blasted  Liberals  came  into  power.  There 
were  so  many  bodies  in  the  examination  hall 
after  the  first  year  calculus  final,  you’d  think 
you  were  at  Dieppe.  On  the  plus  side,  the 
university  had  to  employ  extra  custodians 
to  clear  out  the  corpses,  which  created  jobs. 


Forgive  me,  I tend  to  drift  off-topic  in  my  old 
age. 

But  what  remains  sharp  as  a bayonet  is 
my  ability  to  solve  complex  trigonometric 
equations  with  nothing  more  than  my 
platinum  slide  rule,  and  the  volumes  of  trig 
tables  burned  into  my  memory.  You  are 
lucky  if  today’s  young  engineer  can  recite 
his  18-times  table!  Elementary!  Isay,  if  you 
wish  to  call  yourself  an  engineer,  you  should 
be  able  to  design  a bridge  on  the  back  of  a 
napkin.  AutoCAD,  shmottoCAD. 

I ask  you  this:  if  you  were  stranded  on  a 
tropical  island,  and  your  calculator  washed 
ashore  ruined,  how  would  you  begin  to  plan 
your  dramatic  escape?  Slide  rules  do  not 
cease  to  function  when  dropped  in  water!  I 
bet  you  never  thought  of  that,  you  bumbling 
buffoon.  How  would  you  calculate  the 
displacement  of  your  raft,  to  ensure  it  stays 
afloat  given  the  weight  of  the  coconuts 
required  to  sustain  your  famished  and 
broken  personage?  What  size  should  you 
make  the  sail  to  maximize  thrust?  Today’s 
engineer  would  not  know  where  to  begin. 
But  when  your  cruise  ship  sinks  and  you 
manage  to  swim  to  your  tropical  atoll,  you 
will  mark  my  words,  and  wish  you  had  me 
for  a professor. 

Do  they  sell  engineering  degrees  at  the 
tuck  shop  these  days?  How  else  would  you 
explain  the  plague  of  so-called  scientists 
that  will  eventually  clog  up  our  country’s 
social  welfare  net,  who  cannot  count  past 
ten  without  the  aid  of  a calculator?  You 
make  me  sick. 

Nurse,  bring  me  my  medicine. 


"Don't  like  the  rate?  Let's  make  a deal!" 
- The  Merchant  of  Venice 
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□ Yesl  Please  send  me  an  additional  MP3  yarmulka  for  one  of  my  friends. 

□ You  may  use  the  address  listed  below  to  mail  me  information  about  new  MP3 
yarmulka  products. 


"Our  interest  rates  may  be  average,  but 
it's  better  than  losing  a pound  of  flesh" 
-Shylock  Goldstein,  President  & CEO 


Introducting  the 
Toike  Oike 
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Punctuation  - The  Untold  Story 

Ever  wonder  why  the  English  language  is  such  a confusing,  turbulent  miasma  of  grammar?  Ever  wonder 
-why  each  sentence  must  end  with  a period  lest  the  world  explode  in  a vicious  fiery  inferno?  Ever  get  the 
feeling  there's  more  to  punctuation  than  what’s  taught  in  school?  If  not,  screw  off  and  go  read  something 
else.  Otherwise,  here’s  the  real  deal  with  all  your  grammatical  friends.  The  ones  you  constantly  misused 
throughout  middle  school. 


Period:  Being  the  most  frequently 
used  punctuation  mark,  you’d  think 
that  the  period  would  be  the  most 
popular.  Unfortunately,  the  period 
works  too  hard  to  do  any  socializing  and  have 
any  kind  of  fun.  The  period  is  always  working 
overtime,  especially  when  it  comes  to  the 
ellipses...  One  of  these  days  something’s  going 
to  give. 


Exclamation/QuestionMark: 

These  two  are  both  thrill  seekers: 
sky-diving,  bungee-jumping,  bull- 
fighting - they’ve  done  it  all.  They 
used  to  both  look  the  same,  but  the  question 
mark  was  too  uncertain  about  cliff-diving 
once,  landed  awkwardly  in  the  water,  and 
was  left  hunched  forward.  Regardless,  the 
two  are  still  very  active  and  outgoing. 


Comma:  Constantly  misplaced 

and  left  playing  second  fiddle  to  the 
period,  the  comma  turned  to  a quiet, 
reclusive  life.  When  not  punctuating  lists  and 
long  sentences,  the  comma  writes  poetry, 
goes  canoeing,  and  occasionally  plays  squash 
with  the  quotation  marks.  However,  beneath 
its  meek  exterior,  the  comma  dreams  of  the 
day  when  it  will  overthrow  the  period  and 
become  the  most  ubiquitous  of  punctuation 
marks. 


Hyphen:  Always  sandwiched 

between  two  letters  instead  of  next 
to  one,  like  any  other  punctuation 
mark,  the  hyphen  is  quite  a popular 
one.  On  any  given  morning,  the 
hyphen  is  likely  hung  over  from  a wild 
party  at  the  percent  sign’s  place  the  night 
before.  Regardless,  the  hyphen  gets  the  job 
done,  frequently  confused,  however,  with  its 
cousins:  the  dash  and  the  minus  sign. 


, faff 


lyp  " 1,  my  pot vis 

u.JJ  "**-  "”'1  . 

ri  rr"  — 4' 

J S Iv**-  IU  3- 

£ 4.  s-N-vJ  "■  u CL* 

gj  ^ iMeJ  Uby:jr~“ 

L U Tm)  ,v"1  •vx/7  Ljr,lrC\ 


Hvj  nrK4-  if  £l(l 


pontj.  no  tiling  ia  oa  <^uiclc  poca3  an3  action  pacfect) 
aa  a pnu  o£  jJooafjaff.  ttl'c  men  apin  i«iarty  J^aat 
tKc  tall  amaoica  atouu3  tf\c  platpiup  J'ict^  cCcn 
jaatc-i;  «jou  tatertj  fia\V  time  to  oatcfi  (|Oui  tzcatK. 

ID  riat  / Jo*aa-nn  inpuica  aic  tfic  fcaat  ijou  > 

sioitiea  vjfic.ii  a icalti|  yoo3  ipmc  ejeta  mn)ci\vai|. 
3|  macfio  tjamc  at  ilia  Have  pfatcauc3,  an3 

ipju  ic  tcu3<j  to  tatc  tfui  Jooatatl  c.xpciicncc  to  tfic 
next  fcCcf,  tfic  urtimatc  fcOcf,  tficn  jolHoW  ttcac 

lo  mv*™,  tL.  DAf/(,ER  f;LP”|0/T! 

O Don’t  play  two  on  two.  A real  man  can 
handle  all  four  rods  on  his  own. 


Ampersand:  Can  you  say 

“corporate  sell-out?”  The 
ampersand  struck  it  rich,  selling  its 
service  to  countless  companies  such  as  AT&T 
and  A&W.  Though  quite  wealthy,  it  remains 
somewhat  unsatisfied  with  life,  due  to  the 
fact  that  it’s  really  only  good  at  one  thing. 


• • Colon  and  Semicolon:  Needless 
^ q to  say,  this  pair  isn’t  entirely 
^ satisfied  with  their  monikers.  Both 
are  looking  to  change  their  names 
to  something  less  reminiscent  of  a bodily 
organ. 


r To  rf 


WITHOUT  YOU.  THERE  WOULD  SI 


O Put  some  mud,  water  and  a praying  mantis 
on  the  table  to  recreate  the  conditions  of  a 
soccer  match  played  in  the  rain. 

0 Equip  the  table  so  that  a small  electrical 
jolt  passes  through  the  rod  every  time  a player 
attached  to  that  rod  makes  contact  with  the 
ball  (kind  of  like  a N64  rumble  pack). 


Small  like  Mei 


Big  like  Me 

niiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiilimJiiiiiiiiiimiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiliiiiliiiiiiilililiiliiiiliiii 

For  the  past  72  hours  I have  been  living  the 
life  of  a short  person.  Standing  at  a stately 
5’  15”  it  was  quite  a shock  to  live  the  life  of  a 
short  person.  The  following  events  have  not 
been  embellished  in  anyway. 

It  all  began  when  I was  asked  to  prop  up  a 
weak  article  written  by  another  Toike  staff 
writer  and  my  first  thoughts  were  why?  1 can 
see  the  wisdom  in  teaming  up  staff  to  improve 
their  writing  but  with  a writer  of  Mei’s  height 
can  anything  really  be  done?  Begrudgingly  I 
went  along  with  the  exercise. 

My  first  thoughts  of  being  short  turned  to 
immediate  suicide.  For  the  first  2 hours  all 
I could  think  of  was  shooting  myself  in  the 
head  and  ending  the  agony  of  it  all.  Speaking 
as  a recovering  short  person  myself  I can  tell 
you  it  isn’t  a road  you  like  reliving.  While  my 
mind  turned  towards  killing  myself  I learned 
of  an  amusing  Catch  22.  Rafters  are  built  at  a 
height  that  a short  person  cannot  effectively 
tie  a noose  around  them.  Tall  people  can 
reach  these  rafters  but  they  don’t  need  to 
hang  themselves,  because  they  are  not  short. 

I was  asked  to  do  some  off  the  duties  that  Mei 
usually  does  during  the  day  to  help  me  gain  a 
full  appreciation  of  how  she  and  other  short 
people  live.  I looked  under  tables  for  stuff, 
got  in  tall  people’s  way,  and  negotiated  on  the 
behalf  of  the  Lollipop  guild  in  a labor  dispute. 
Walking  around  and  getting  spat  on  from 
tall  people  gave  me  time  to  think  about  my 
new  short  stature.  Most  short  people  claim 
they  enjoy  ample  legroom  wherever  they  sit, 
which  is  true.  I feel  however  these  people 
would  probably  want  to  have  legs  the  length 
of  normal  people  over  all  of  the  leg  stretching 
they  enjoy. 

In  the  end  I learned  something  about  being 
short.  People  will  not  sell  you  a gun  when 
you  are  short  no  matter  how  much  you  beg 
and  cry.  And  the  fact  that  we  rob  these  “half 
people”  of  firearm  ownership  allows  me  to 
sleep  very  comfortably  at  night. 

Pete  Suddard 


I was  late  for  a lab  one  day  and  as  I walked  into 
the  class  I was  disappointed  to  find  that  there 
was  only  one  coat  hanger  left.  And  of  course  it 
had  to  be  the  highest  one  and  definitely  out  of 
my  reach.  After  about  five  minutes  of  trying 
to  jump  and  throw  my  coat  onto  the  hook,  I 
swallowed  my  pride  and  asked  for  help  from 
a taller  student.  Getting  my  coat  down  was 
no  easy  task  either. 

I gotta  tell  ya,  life  is  not  easy  for  us  short 
people.  I mean,  everything  is  catered  towards 
tall  people  while  us  little  people  get  the  short 
end  of  the  stick,  no  pun  intended. 

See,  I’m  really  small.  Freakishly  small. 
“Where  the  hell  is  that  voice  coming  from?” 
small.  People  would  always  lean  on  my  head 
or  throw  me  around  like  a little  rag  doll.  So  I 
thought  I’d  go  out  and  see  what  life  is  like  on 
the  other  side  and  be  tall  for  once.  I put  on  a 
pair  of  stilts  and  covered  them  with  cloth  to 
look  like  pants  and  I set  out  into  the  world.  It 
was  great.  People  were  looking  at  me  in  awe 
and  fear.  One  woman  grabbed  her  child  and 
ran  frantically  in  the  other  direction. 

I walked  into  a store  and  the  salespeople 
were  throwing  clothing  at  me!  Usually,  I have 
to  beg  for  service.  Sometimes  they’d  even 
make  me  dance  and  sing.  I took  the  clothes 
and  gave  the  cashiers  some  money  but  they 
just  screamed  and  cowered  under  the  desk. 


I took  it  as  a sign  that  the  clothes  were  a gift 
and  I happily  skipped  out  of  the  store. 

I was  feeling  a bit  hungry,  so  I decided  to  drop 
by  a quaint  little  Italian  restaurant  for  some 
eating.  The  waiters  cleared  away  two  tables 
for  me!  It  was  hard  sitting  down  with  the 
stilts  and  all  so  I just  stood  and  ate.  Instead 
of  bringing  me  plates  they  gave  me  a trough 
out  of  which  to  eat.  A whole  trough!  Wow,  I 
thought,  being  tall  is  awesome! 

After  I ate  I started  to  walk  out  of  the 
restaurant  when  my  pant  leg  got  caught 
on  the  door  and,  before  I knew  it.  I went 
crashing  down  onto  the  floor.  I woke  up  to  a 
couple  of  very  angry  restaurant  owners.  They 
took  my  stilts  and  started  hitting  me  with 
them,  screaming  curse  words  in  Italian.  They 
chased  me  down  the  street,  demanding  that 
I pay  for  what  I ate.  I had  nothing  to  give  so  I 
threw  the  clothing  that  I was  given  earlier  at 
them.  They  still  weren’t  satisfied.  Though  the 
time  they  took  to  try  on  the  clothes  was  just 
enough  for  me  to  hide  in  a nearby  recycling 
bin.  It  was  really  cozy  so  I decided  to  spend 
the  night  there.  The  next  morning  I woke  up 
satisfied  and  refreshed.  The  restaurateurs 
were  long  gone,  so  I climbed  out  of  the  bin 
and  went  home. 

It  was  an  interesting  day  being  tall,  but  I 
think  I’ll  just  stay  small  for  a while. 


O Lubricate  your  hands  with  water  to  make 
the  electric  jolts  more  intense. 

0 Headphones  attached  to  the  table 
play  pump-upping  Mortal  Kombat  type 
music  to  accompany  your  game  (NO  sissy 
Eurotrash!). 

O If  you  get  scored  on,  psychologically 
abusive  Robert  Deniro  sound  clips  replace 
the  music  and  wear  you  down  mentally  as 
you  try  to  get  back  into  the  game. 

0 Enforce  the  dick-out  rule. 

O Remember  the  game  “REDASS"?  Instead 
of  playing  with  points,  spell  out  the  word 
REDASS.  First  one  to  get  all  six  letters  must 
lay  down  their  face  at  midfield,  and  be  kicked 
by  every  one  of  the  opponent’s  men. 

O Instead  of  a ball  , use  a seven  second  mini- 
grenade and  pull  the  pin  just  before  you  serve 
it  up. 

Q Hire  your  high  school  football  coach  to 
attend  your  match  and  whip  footballs  at  you 
and  your  opponent’s  hands  while  you  try  to 
play  the  game. 

O Instead  of  footballs,  your  football  coach 
starts  whipping  darts  at  you  and  your 
opponent’s  hands  while  you  try  to  play  the 
game. 

£ Players  break  each  other's  legs  before 
the  match  so  that  they  must  support  their 
body  weight  at  all  times  by  clutching  onto  the 
playing  rods.  No  longer  is  basic  wrist  strength 
prioritized.  Weaklings  need  not  apply. 

0 Loser  of  the  match  has  to  play  a game 
of  Russian  roulette  before  he  can  ask  for  a 
rematch. 

Laurent  Noonan  strives  to  take  everyday  sport 
to  the  extreme.  His  involvement  with  the  devel- 
opment of  "extreme  squash"  has  been  an  inspira- 
tion to  danger  enthusiasts  worldwide.  He  him- 
self is  a large  enthusiast  of  both  extreme  sports, 
and  is  always  looking  for  new  challengers. 


Mei  Ling  Chen 
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So  readers,  it’s  the  end  of  the  Toike  year,  and  by  now  our 
legion  of  writers  is  justifiably  burnt  out.  Month  in  and  month  out, 
we’ve  delivered  the  funny  and  frankly,  we’ve  had  quite  enough. 

We’re  still  funnier  than  you,  the  unwashed  masses  that  comprises  our 
readership.  However,  we  no  longer  have  the  energy  to  expend  in 
actually  putting  together  all  the  articles  for  you.  If  you’ve  been  a 
loyal  reader,  there’s  really  no  reason  that  you  can’t  do  it  yourself. 

You  know  the  formula.  Listen,  we’ll  even  provide  all  the  components 
necessary  for  a gut-busting  Toike  article;  all  you  have  to  do  is  use  the 
template  below  and  the  ideas  to  the  right,  (ask  a grownup  to  help 
you  cut  out  the  photos!) 


3pt  Thin-Thick  divider  line 


Georgia;  9pt 


Witty  Subtitle;  Georgia  Small  Caps;  11.5PT 


vent  nissi.  Ro  et,  velese  magna  core  dolutpat  consequisl  ip  estrud  duis  ad  minim  aliqui 
nonulla  con  hent  ad  tat.  blan  vulputpat. 


Humourous  picture  here. 


Ortiefaciliquat,  sequatiocommodolorersent 
acilit  landre  molortie  dolesto  dolesto  endre 
dignit  autpat  dolore  delessisit  utpat,  si. 
Nonsed  dignim  quissit  venit  verostis  adipis 
dolenim  am  acip  estrud  tat. 


(Don’t  forget  the  caption!)  Georgia  Italic;  8pt  | 


Unt  utetuer  sed  deliquipis  niat.  Ut  lore  ming 
exero  od  ting  el  ex  endre  dunt  lore  feu  feugiam 
conulluptat  amet  velesenis  nos  nis  nim  il  do 
etue  dolestio  od  diam  velit  atis  aut  vel  ex  eui 
et,  quat  lam  volor  sis  estrud  euisit  lore  diam 
zzriusto  conullum  volore  etue  consequam, 
suscipissit  aliqui  tie  ea  commod  molent  nisim 
dolor  amet  nit  nullaor  tincipit  lobore  do  dunt 
atum  ex  eugiamc  onsequa  metuero  odolenim 
quisi. 


Lut  wis  nonsed  dolorer  si.  Ecte  te  volore 
eraessim  iriureet  delis  el  irillam  doloreet 
lutem  zzrilit  lutpat  autatum  ip  eriustrud 
erat  am  dolutpat  nulla  consed  eu  feu  faccum 
dunt  vel  ut  ipisl  ip  enit,  quisit  ad  et  lorem 
exeros  nibh  exeratuerat  nullam  duis  aliquam 
velenisim  il  etummy  num  volortie  dolore 
commy  nulluptat  adionsequat  nulpute 
euguerostrud  tern  vercipit  autat. 


Sit  velis  am,  conulla  ortisl  do  dolor  se  mincidu 
iscinim  irit  laore  velesed  erci  etuerostie  dolor 
sendreet,  se  feugiam  coreet  non  vel  endit 
augait  ad  eui  blam  zzriustion  vent  dolore 
dolor  irit  iure  tie  magnim  vulluptat  atem 
zzril  iure  diam,  commodolor  se  min  hent 
ad  tin  henibh  et,  qui  blandre  faccum  am  eui 
ismod  er  sum  amet  aciliqui  tatuerilis  nullaor 


Ipissequam  dolore  do  dolore  dit  nonsenisi.  Isi 
te  veraesequat.  Ut  laore  digna  consequisl  eu 
feugiam  esecte  feum  volore  mod  dolobore  tie 
dio  doluptat.  Dui  et  laortie  do  dolorem  vel  esto 
ecte  modigna  faccum  vel  inim  vel  ut  acipsum 
at  dolobortions  aut  aut  in  eum  nullandrem 
ilit  wisl  ulla  feuguerat.  Duisl  dolortie  facinci 
nciduisim  dolor  illaore  diatumsan  ullan 
velit  acilla  am  quis  et  volor  aut  voloborper 
sequi  erat  euissim  dionseniam  quat.  Nullan 
ut  ulputpat  lor  sim  incillandre  elesendre 
tat,  sequi  ting  et  ipisl  et  iusto  dolorer  aesent 
adionsequisl  ulluptatio  do  odo  odolum  in 
velesto  et  ut  et,  quat  am,  vulputet  nulla  facil 
dio  cons  alit  lore  consed  dolumsan  ut  augait, 
core  vel  er  suscipisim  dipit  nonsenim  velis  et 
ad  magna  facipismod  magnisi. 


Isl  dolorper  sum  aliquis  nit  dunt  volenim 
quat. 


Magna  conumsan  ulla  consenim  zzrit  ent 
ipsustrud  dunt  volore  magna  autem  dolute 
vullandit  eliquam  quiscipit  ute  tisl  enisim 
zzriure  cor  ad  molore  molor  in  henisis 
nonsequisl  inissi. 


Ex  eu  facip  el  in  er  sit  nullamet  augait,  commy 
nos  aut  lore  feuipis  euis  dignit  at  dolutpat 
wisim  vel  ea  consectet  amcommy  nostinibh 
elit  ad  dolent  voloreet  acilla  alit  lum  dolendre 
dolor  ipit  wis  autpat.  Min  vel  ulput  lamcons 
equamcons  nons  nonseniamet  vel  utpat  am 
et,  consectem  dunt  vullan  utatem  doluptatue 
et  laorer  aliquip  sumsan  utatumm  odolort 
ionumsan  hent  dolor  incipisim  digniat  ex 
ea  con  ut  luptat,  susci  blaoreet,  coreet  luptat 
"^ipsusto  od  dolorpe  raesed  molor  sed  min 
veniamc  onulpute  ent  vulputpatum  incil 
init  autpation  ulputat.  Aciduip  sumsandions 
nullandre  dit  dunt  augueriurem  ing  ecte  dunt 
la  cons  dolobore  minisi. 


Secondary  picture  here. 
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peratum  sandit  num  esto  co.  Henim  ero  odo 
del  ulluptatie  molenibh  eliquip  eugiat  vendiat. 
Feugiam,  commodi  pissed  eu  faccummod  ea 
feugueros  nonsed  dolorpe  rcinci  bla  feugait 
volumsandre  moloborperit  nisit  at  iliquipit 
vel  utpate  dolenissim  veliquat. 


Andit  prat  augait  adiatio  nsequisl  utatum 
augue  modip  eugiamet  ver  si  blam,  cor  acin 
henislerilitnullam.sedteconsedtatummynon 
ute  molumsandio  odolesequat  aliquisisit  iure 
facinibh  elisis  nostin  voluptat,  quamcon  ulla 
feui  tat.  Sum  vel  ipisci  bla  faci  el  del  ex  eugait 
vullutpat.  Equatet  nonumsa  ndreet  aut  velisl 
dit  nit  inciduisi  et  lorer  alit  atem  veroLore 
eliquate  tis  atue  dolor  aut  praestie  dolor  si. 
Ostinim  nummy  nos  nosto  odoluptat.  Raese 
te  velit,  velese  commy  niam  il  el  dolore  tern 
venissit,  senibh  ex  er  sit  lutpat.  Ut  eugiam 
niamcons  duis  nim  quat  nim  irit  accumsa 
ndreriusci  exerit,  corperat  veliquat.  Dolenis 
nim  irilisi  ercin  ut  prat  alit  nismolore  feuissi 
siscidunt  augait  acipis  autem  ectet  aut  nit, 
sum  incil  ectet  dolese  magna  con  eum  irilit 
ipsustrud  erit,  coreriuscil  esequisl  ulla 
aliquis  amet,  corpercilla  feugiamet  wis  nos 
aliquis  dio  conum  quismolesse  dolorpe  rcilis 
ectet  am  dion  ullaore  magnibh  et  lortisc 
incinim  vendreet  ilit,  quis  adipsum  quiscin 
exeriustin  velit,  vendre  dipsum  il  irillamet 
adio  erostisit  vel  iure  ming  endre  magna  faci 
bla  facilit  ad  tat  eui  bla  accum  ent  praesed 
dolore  diam  dipisisi. 


Em  dipsumsan  henibh  esto  consed  ex 
ea  accum  vullut  in  exeros  nostion  sequis 
auguerosto  ea  feugait  ullam  vullutat  in  ulput 


Ut  inisim  nullamcon  velent  lan  vullums 
andreet  ulputatie  feugiat,  summoluptat.  Nit 
del  exercidunt  alis  aliquis  at  dolutpat,  quis 
nullamet  ute  velenis  et  aliquis  nullam  ero 


Ex  et  ilis  amet,  veriure  enim  dunt  nim  nulla 
con  ea  autpating  el  irilla  feuismo  dolorperosto 
diamet  iustrud  molobore  modoluptat  prat 
nonsendiat  nostrud  minis  am  euguer  si. 

Ons  exer  sisl  eniam  iriuscilla  feum  nulla  t 
ecte  elissi  blamcons  del  ut  adipsumsan. 


Writer’s  Name  ■ Georgia  Italic;  8pt 
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Step  Ona:  Pick  a Flashy  Headline 


pi1  ■ «ir?*'Trrrrr!,‘n**iwnrfi*  tht 

r 

•_  Student  Gets  (body  part)  Stuck  in  (noun  with  a hole  in  it) 
c 


■ .Min. inn  11  1 . 


lU.liinlll  i IUi 


“ II  .1.1,  .1  ,1 


pr- 


Male  Masturbation  on  the  Rise 
in  (geeky  program  with  guys  who  can’t  get  any) 


'TTHTl 

5 


fff''  !n,f!Tnnn,Tt'»'rt”iit,",rnT«i  i»TT>,HMn,f‘n,'iTTnrh'  >,tv»nnnjtnr’>Hii'i|t'ntfii'f|iftii  thtb 


Birgineau  Achieves  (number)  Hour  Long  (noun) 


ftiU.1  ,,L  .1  U,  ..mu ,„im. imHum.i.uu.1  -mi  . ......  .....H.,-.,,  .iu.—  ,i.  .1  .....  ..  .i-.m-i. 

pn*'  fn*»r*iTir«n»»rr'»  rrtiefi’twniriT  nrp»p»»fT,rri*tTiTmm'  ?nr»n 


Machismo  Exhibited  by  (something  hardcore) 

c 

I.lll.l  „UI1...,.1.,HU,I  HH,I  ,1,1  I . II.  ilU....  11  


Step  Two:  Use  our  token  funny- sounding  words  and  phrases 


lOWofwVTbl  77, 


WVWJU  jMWrKKjM 

«*- 


Step  Three:  Add  a punchline  for  flavour 


-No  word  on  whether  birds  were  responsible. 


-He  was  not  available  for  comment. 


-I  told  you  not  to  spread  your  legs  for  the  camera.  -Police  report  it  took  three  hours  to  extract  the 

tennis  raquet 

-And  then  you  died. 

-We  couldn't  even  believe  how  sticky  it  was  afterwards 

-To  think  it  all  occurred  while  he  was  touching 

himself  playfully  -So  we’ll  see  you  in  Queen's  Park  tonight 


Step  Four:  Pick  some  eye  candy  to  make  your  article  irresistable 


77u>  classic  'el,  f^ucl.  iuii/s  ' 

^ (Z™£\ 


HefTT'cesilehi-'s  Masl 


« I 


S/aclMAfisi  fJaff/i 


tesepg  leelih&giij  Steeds  fee  gear  sues#*. 


MeMdapler fee  Opa/ehce 


supped-. . . 
C^e  fuel  gearse/f" 


feuiiful/  laei 
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j\  Conversation 
tBetwixt 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Gloucester  & Duke  of  York, 
on  a dark  London  street. 

YORK:  A thief  is  none  the  beggar  ‘less  he 
expects  to  be  struck  down  at  night. 

GLOUCESTER:  On  a foggy  nigh’  in  London, 
thou  cans’t  protect  thy  wallet  with  due 
diligence,  old  friend,  lest  it  be  tak’n  by  a 
young  rogue. 

YORK:  Verily  so,  yonder  lucky  bloke  has  ever 
stood  fast  against  the  tide  of  thievery  and  the 
common  brigand. 

GLOUCESTER:  I query  you,  but  whens’t  can 
this  villany  be  brought  to  justice,  gentleman? 
Surely  thy  kin  are  fearful  of  the  least  of  these 
vagabonds,  and  dare  not  stroll  the  streets 
past  th'stroke  of  eight?  What  say  you  to  that? 

YORK:  I say  we  take  to  the  streets,  and  I say 
we  gather  our  will  and  fell  those  fiends  back 
to  the  cesspool  of  their  sure  origin. 

GLOUCESTER:  Rightly  said,  I shall  gather- 
to-arms  with  my  entourage,  and  rid  the 
dark  corners  of  London  of  the  evil  vermin! 
Justice  shall  prevail,  by  vigilantism  if  no 
other  means.  Let  there  be  no  cost  spared, 
no  stony  rock  unturned,  in  our  battle  with 
the  undercurrents  that  so  inflitrate  our  very 
being!  My  handclock  says  a quarter  past 
ten!  The  beginning  of  history  shall  thus  be 
recorded!  By  my  troth,  I am  off! 

YORK:  Wait  sire!  You  have  forgotten  thy 
flintlock  and  dagger! 

GLOUCESTER:  I have  forgotten  nost!  Nay, 
when  times  are  as  such,  one  must  roll  up  the 
sleeves  and  combat  the  vile  henchmen  in  the 
very  manner  that  they  hav’st  accosted  thy 
bretheren.  I shall  arm  myself  with  thy  broad 
bande,  and  resort  to  fisticuffs  shall  the  need 
arise.  These  scum  deserve  no  more! 

YORK:  If  ye  must,  then  ye  must.  I shall  mount 
Chester,  my  noble  steed,  and  prowl  the  streets 
from  higher  vantage  than  those  crims.  With 
rapier  in  hand  none  shall  approach  without 
heed. 

GLOUCESTER:  Alas,  then  let  us  forge  our 
blades  in  the  fires  of  holy  prevail!  Woe  is  he 
that  steps  between  thy  steed  and  the  trough 
of  freedom!  Yonder  petty  thugs  shall  best  no 
more! 

YORK:  Agreed!  This  day  shall  be  henceforth 
commemorated  in  a pictoral  display  of  no 
lesser  equal. 

GLOUCESTER:  And  thus  remembered  as  the 
day  the  fog  lifted  from  the  streets  of  London! 
Ho! 

YORK:  Momentous  are  moments  in  history 
such  as  these,  where  the  hopes  of  man  are 
once  more  kindled  and  at  once  our  spirits 
uplifted.  No  more  shall  be  the  days  of  old. 
Only  welcome  the  new  dawning  at  this  early 
hour  of  our  true  sight. 

GLOUCESTER:  Spoken  like  a prophet,  thou 
hast  riveted  us  so!  Three  cheers  for  the 
gentlemen  of  valour! 

YORK:  Hear,  hear! 

GLOUCESTER:  Fear  not,  for  we  have  the 
virtue  of  honour  to  guide  us,  and  the  gods 
shall  grant  us  passage  through  these  trials  by 
mystical  means  known  not  to  gentry  such  as 
ourselves. 

YORK:  Stranger  things  have  happened,  yes! 
For  mere  mortals  know  not  the  quirks  of  the 
heavens,  who  dost  play  roulette  on  the  wheels 
of  our  lives,  and  cast  die  upon  the  pettiest  of 
circumstance  deemed  below  the  attention  of 
the  gods. 

GLOUCESTER:  Verily,  you  have  spoken 
true. 


Qentlemen 


Paul  Dabrowski  & Kevin  Au 


HOW  READY  ARE  YOU  FOR  EXAMS? 


Take  this  5 minute  quiz  to  find  out  if  you’re  going  to  kick  ass  or  get  your  ass  kicked  during  finals. 


1.  Your  class  attendance  this  year  has  been: 

(a)  Excellent.  (Every  class) 

(b)  Good.  (A  few  absences.) 

(c)  Fair.  (You  like  to  sleep  in  every  once  in  a while.) 

(d)  Not  so  good.  (You  like  to  sleep  in  a lot.) 

(e)  Dismal.  (You  still  check  ROSI  and  consult  campus  maps  to 
figure  out  what  and  where  the  hell  your  classes  are.) 

(f)  Non-existent.  (You  were  there  to  pick  up  the  class  syllabus  and 
that’s  it.) 

2.  How  much  use  has  your  text  book  had  this  term? 

You've  read: 

(a)  All  the  pages. 

(b)  Some  of  the  pages. 

(c)  You’ve  glanced  at  the  back. 

(d)  Saw  the  movie. 

(e)  The  book  is  still  in  its  original  wrapping. 

(f)  You  haven't  even  bought  the  book  yet. 


6.  When  writing  the  exam,  your  strategy  is  to: 

(a)  answer  the  easy  questions  first,  and  save  the  difficult  ones  for 
last. 

(b)  answer  the  easy  questions. 

(c)  modify  the  questions  you  don’t  understand  to  suit  your  liking. 

(d)  scribble  your  answers  so  the  professor  won't  know  exactly 
what  you  wrote. 

(e)  answer  all  the  multiple  choice  questions  with  the  same  letter 
to  maximize  the  odds  of  getting  at  least  one  answer  right. 

(f)  doodle  erotic  comic  strips. 


7.  To  psych  yourself  up  just  before  entering  the  examination 
room,  you: 

(a)  recite  home-made  acronyms  to  remember  key  points  and 
concepts. 

(b)  calmly  whisper  the  phrase,  “Serenity  now.  Serenity  now." 

(c)  swallow  5 Nytols. 

(d)  chase  the  Nytols  with  scotch. 

(e)  yell  out  the  song,  "I’m  so  fucked,  it’s  not  much  fun,  unfucking 
myself  is  not  easily  done.” 


(f)  attempt  suicide. 


Answer  Key: 


Add  up  your  total  score,  by  using  the  following  key: 

A - 5 points 
B - 4 points 
C - 3 points 
D - 2 points 
E - 1 point 
F - o points 

If  you  scored: 

0-6:  Pack  your  things,  you're  moving  to  DeVry  (wherever  the  fuck  that  is!) 
7 - 13: 1 hear  Ryerson  has  a world  renowned  Basketweaving  program. 

14  - 20:  You  are  SO  average...  live  a little! 

21  - 27:  Well,  at  least  your  mother’s  proud,  even  if  you  have  no  social  life. 
28  - 35:  Nothing  but  aces  up  your  sleeve.  Everyone  else  hates  you. 


INTERNATIONAL 
HEWS  BRIEFS 

NEW  COLOGNE  FOR  STRUGGLING 
GUYS 

PARIS,  FRANCE  (Reuters)  - After  hundreds 
of  hours  holed  up  in  his  underground  lab, 
aspiring  biochemist  Herbert  Yarbels  has 
discovered  how  to  capture  his  essence.  He 
plans  to  distill  it  into  a concentrated  liquid 
and  patent  it  as  a type  of  cologne  called  ‘She- 
Repellant’.  “In  my  life”,  he  explains,  “ I have 
noticed  that  while  some  guys  do  not  get  any 
attention  from  girls,  ever,  other  guys  get  way 
too  much  for  them  to  handle.  I consider  it 
my  humanitarian  duty  to  make  life  easier  for 
those  guys  for  which  all  hope  is  not  already 
lost.  The  musk  is”,  Herbert  continues  with 
pride,  “a  medley  of  natural  grease  and  a 
delicate  blend  of  body  odor  caused  by  over 
twenty-eight  separate  bacteria  and  parasites.” 
This  formula  goes  beyond  mere  “scent”.  It 
penetrates  into  the  core  of  the  customer’s 
being,  affecting  them  at  a far  deeper  level, 
rendering  them  completely  loathsome  to 
females.  Results  are  guaranteed. 


COMPUTER  COMPANIES 
INTRODUCING  NEW  LINE 
OF  E-PENISES 

RENO,  NEVADA  (USA  Today)  - Penetrating 
studies  show  that  between  computer  nerds, 
computing  size  does  indeed  matter.  In 
response  to  these  findings,  local  computer 
companies  have  branded  a new  line  of 
powerful  machines  under  the  “ePenis” 
banner.  This  marks  a new  development  in 
the  technology  industry,  confirming  the 
powerful  metaphor  that  “a  nerd’s  computer 
acts  as  an  extension  of  his  dick”.  Rival 
computer  companies  argue  that  “it’s  not  the 
clock  speed  of  your  ePenis  that  matters,  but 
it’s  how  you  hyper  thread  it.”  In  other  news, 
Norton  has  just  released  its  new  ePenis  virus 
protection  software,  that’s  even  able  to  protect 
computers  with  magnum  clock  speeds. 


Best  Wings 

Best  Student  Pub 

-2002  eye  magazine  reader's  poll 


ein°stein 


where  great 

minds 

drink  alike 

The  Original  College 
Tradition  Since  9T6! 

229  College  Street 

("CE"  on  Campus  map) 

www.ein-stein.ca 

416/59-STEIN 

BEER*WINGS‘POOL‘JAVA‘NTN 
SPORTS‘MUSIC‘QBt  ‘SPIRITS 
COMEDY‘JUKEBOX‘EVENTS 
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Monthly  Book  Review 


Our  favorite  children’s  author  Patrick  Quibb  has  come  out  with  a new  mystery  series  you  are 
bound  to  love  again  and  again.  Get  a taste  of  how  some  of  his  newest  novels  begin  and  you  will 
be  dying  to  know  what  happens  next! 

Mystery  of  the  Mysterious  thing 

CHAPTER  / 

It  was  scorching  hot.  My  monocle  was  backwards  and  warped.  Thus, 
the  suns  mighty  rays  were  being  channeled  straight  onto  my  left  retina. 

The  aqueous  humor  inside  my  eyeball  was  about  to  boil  and  spew  out  my 
sockets.  You  might  say  this  was  humorous,  but  I had  other  things  on  my 
mind.  The  pungent  stench  of  treachery  and  evil  doings  stung  my  nostrils, 
causing  a heaving  nausea  in  my  stomach.  Perhaps  the  free  Guinness  was  at 
fault,  but  what  matter,  scandal  was  in  the  air!  It  was  my  mission  to  find  it 
out.  My  personal  life  and  my  boiling  eyeball  would  just  have  to  wait  until 
my  errand  complete... 


the  pry  A Mysterious  thing  Mysteriously  hrppened 

CHAPTER  / 


important  relic  of  European 

fhe  Grand  Auction  was  at  han  ^ ^ w of  purple  velvet 

listory  in  the  world  shone  efor  for  g Bfflion  dollars  this  day. 

Mapoleon  Bonaparte  s dried  test “e  ,onVersation  with  the  chap  beside 
in  my  excitement,  I struck  up  jol  y g d an  expert  in  testicular 

me  who  happened  to  be  a ^^^^^^jdnoHielp  but  bediscurbed  by  his 
dehydration.  Despite  his  geniality,  c°“ld  ^ k strewn  0n  the  floor 
compulsion  to  crush  every  stray  pean  , was  face  t0  face 

with  the  tip  of  his  shot  It  ° Jn  the  devu  himself.  He  was  Lloyd 

with  he  who  should  be  drea  e ^ of  JacU  che  Ripper.  No  doubt  he 

the  Nutcracker  faend  and  ^ q[  aU  Napoleons  testicle  was  ,n 


Both  these  novels  as  well  as  the  rest  of  the  series  can  be  purchased  on  the  second  floor  of  the 
U of  T bookstore.  They  will  be  on  sale  until  1915  so  get  there  while  you  can. 


HEY  UGLY! 


Tired  of  people  vomiting  every  time  they  look 
at  you?  Yeah,  so  am  I...  I mean,  really!  No  one 
needs  to  see  that!  By  “that"  I mean  your  face. 
And  let’s  face  it,  vomit’s  not  that  easy  to  clean. 
And  with  all  the  different  varieties  of  vomit, 
you  spend  a fortune  on  stain  removers!  There 
is  only  one  simple  solution  to  this:  hide  that 
hideous  thing  you  call  a face. 

First  you  have  to  decide  what  you  want  to 
hide,  be  it  your  whole  face  or  just  your  nose. 
An  easy  way  to  find  out  is  to  have  a friend 
stare  at  your  face  while  you  cover  up  each 
feature  with  your  hand.  The  part  of  your 
face  covered  when  they’re  not  regurgitating 
is  what  should  always  be  covered. 

Now  don’t  think  that  covering  your  face  just 
involves  a paper  bag  with  two  holes  cut  out. 
Be  creative!  Have  fun  with  it! 

If  you  want  to  cover  your  whole  face,  find 
someone  really  good-looking  who's  in  all  of 
your  classes.  Kidnap  them  and  keep  them 
tied  up  in  your  basement,  giving  them  only 
the  minimum  amount  of  food  and  water  to 
keep  them  alive.  When  they’re  all  scrawny 
and  struggling  for  dear  life,  throw  rice  at 
them  while  screaming  “who’s  pretty  now, 
bitch?!”  Oh  yeah,  you  might  wanna  make  a 
mask  of  their  face  to  wear  or  something... 

If  you  want  to  cover  only  part  of  your  face, 
like  your  mouth  or  nose,  use  bandages  and 
pretend  that  you  were  a recent  burn  victim. 
Or  that  you  got  a tattoo  which  went  horribly 
awry  and  instead  of  regular  ink  the  artist 
used  some  sort  of  radioactive  ink  and  to  take 
off  the  bandage  would  mean  blinding  and 
killing  everyone  who  dared  look  at  it.  Hey, 
that's  pretty  close  to  the  truth!  You  may  even 
want  to  pull  out  that  SARS  mask  you  still 
have  from  last  year.  You  never  know  when  an 
outbreak  could  occur  again! 

Hats  are  great  for  covering  parts  of  your  face. 


If  you  have  a lot  of  ugly,  buy  a hat  with  a big  r i m 
so  that  it  droops  over  your  face.  Put  mirrors 
on  your  shoes  so  that  you  can  see  when  you 
walk.  Accessorize  with  a matching  scarf  and 
you’ll  be  the  most  stylin’  ugly  person  ever! 

If  you’re  not  VERY  ugly,  maybe  just  a bit 
plain,  there  are  some  things  you  can  do  to 
make  you  look  a bit  better. 

Make  friends  with  someone  uglier  than  you 
are  and  NEVER  leave  their  side.  That  way 
you  will  be  known  as  the  “not-ugly”  one.  And 
if  you're  lucky  and  your  friend’s  a real  ugmo. 
you  might  even  be  called  the  “good-looking” 
one.  Just  don’t  show  them  this  article. 


Now  you  know  how  they  say  symmetry- 
equals  beauty?  Well,  they  do!  Really!  Obtain 
a mirror  about  the  length  of  your  face.  Attach 
the  mirror  perpendicular  to  your  face  to 
give  the  illusion  that  your  face  is  actually 
symmetrical!  Remember  to  attach  it  in  the 
middle  of  your  face,  you  don't  want  to  freak 
people  out  and  have  them  thinking  you  have 
three  eyes  or  something.  That  would  be  a step 
backwards.  Well,  for  most  people... 

Of  course,  if  you  do  want  to  stick  with  the  ol’ 
paper  bag,  here  are  a few  tips: 

1.  Measure  the  distance  between  your  eyes 
BEFORE  cutting  the  holes  out. 

2.  Make  sure  to  cut  out  breathing  and  eating 
holes.  You  remember  what  happened  to  Ugly 
Jimmy,  don’t  ya? 

3.  Paint  it  pretty  colours  so  your  bag’s  not 
ugly,  like  you. 

I’m  sure  you  have  your  own  crazy  face-hiding 
ideas!  So  go  nuts!  You  have  nothing  to  lose! 
Well,  there  is  that  “dignity”  thing...but  who 
are  we  kidding? 


Ahh,  another  day.  I feel  great! 
Nothing  to  impinge  upon  this 
glorious  feeling  that  always  grips 
my  soul  upon  wahing.  Rub  the 
sleep  out  of  my  eyes  and....wait, 
something  is  different.  Why  aren’t 
I surrounded  by  my  friends  as  per 
usual?  Where  is  my  feed  box?  I’m 
surrounded  by  vegetables,  but  not 
the  usual  fare  so  often  scattered 
about  my  pen. 

Hold  on  a moment  here.  What 
did  I do  last  night?  I can’t  even 
remember  that.  Did  I drinh  too 
much  fermented  grain  water  again? 
The  last  time  this  happened  I ended 
up  laying  an  illegitimate  egg  with 
that  shamelessly  libidinous  rooster 
from  the  next  coop  over.  Oh  let’s 
fact  it,  I needn’t  sugar-coat  the 
situation  with  fancy  language.  He 
was  slutty,  plain  and  simple.  No,  I 
believe  I would  remember  if  I had 
made  that  same  mistabe  again. 

Something  really  is  different  here. 
God,  I loob  tan!  It  loobs  pretty  good 
on  me  mind  you,  but  I didn’t  get 
much  sun  yesterday  or  anything, 
so  I don’t  understand....Wait,  I’m 
beginning  to  remember  it  all  now... 
jiminy  cricbet,  this  can’t  be  true. 
I’m  about  to  be  eaten,  aren't  I?  I 
remember  now,  I remember!  It’s 
not  perfectly  clear,  but  the  events 
which  I can  recall  mabe  so  much 
sense  now. 

The  last  thing  I can  remember  is  the 
farmer  walbing  toward  me.  I was 
so  thrilled  because  whenever  the 
farmer  comes  around  it  means  good 
food  and  happy  tidings.  And  then... 
*GASP*  He  must  have  bnoebed  me 
out  so  suddenly  I didn’t  even  realize 
it.  How?  How  could  he  have  done 
this  to  me? 

And  now  I am  sitting  here  on  a 
table,  about  to  be  consumed.  Oh, 
woe  is  me.  The  worst  part  is  that 
my  brain  capacity  has  somehow 
retained  itself,  and  I will  probably 
have  to  watch  each  little  part  of  me 
being  eaten.  Eaten  by  a hungry 
family  that  is  currently  surrounding 
me  libe  a pacb  of  stereotypically 
portrayed  Native  Americans  in 
so  many  prairie  settler  movies  of 
the  1950’s,  whooping  and  shooting 
arrows  at  the  covered  wagon,  which 
in  this  case,  is  me.  At  the  least 
I’ve  maintained  my  penchant  for 
similies. 

Don’t  panic  Bernice,  whatever  you 
do,  don’t  panic.  You  can  still  mabe 
a breab  for  it.  Oh  God!!  That  was 
my  leg.  My  leg  is  currently  being 
enjoyed  by  a rotund  little  child.  I 
hope  you  enjoy  it  Billy,  because  I’ll 
never  get  that  bacb.  I needed  that 
and  now  I’ll  never  win  the  annual 
dance  marathon.  Never. 
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Iduentuf  er’s  Mafic 


For  past  episodes  $ corrinieqtary,  please  visit 
tlttp;//iridividualMtoroiitoxa/ljev 
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THE  TOIKE  OIKE:  2003-2004  YEAR  END  REVIEW 

A retrospective  look  at  the  events  from  the  nast  year 


Coike 


NEVER  TRICK  OR  TREAT  ALONE! 


iiiijjuji  iin.  uuiunDiiiu  iiNruKiviHl IV/N 

FROM  THE  CANADIAN  SPACE  SATELLITE  . . . 

BIRGENEAU'S  FACE  SPOTTED 
ON  GIGANTIC  MOON  CRATER: 

SHIT!  BIG  HEADLINE 
t HERJE!^  BLOCK  TEXT! 


The 


Coike  Daily  News 


The  FIrosh  Issue  - September  ‘03 


The  Halloween  Issue  - October  ‘03 


The  Tabloid  Issue  - November  ‘03 


The  Holiday  Issue  - December  ‘03 


A big  “welcome  to  Skule”  to  oT7’s  from  the 
Toike  Oike.  This  issue  includes  a choose 
your  own  education  theme,  and  a badass 
map  of  the  UofT  campus. 


MAKE  HIM 
CREAM  HIS 
PANTS 


Al  l.  M AI : 

iiisi'.viniiis  1 min 

TIIKIIIOM  LINKS 


ways  to  make 
him  blow  his  load 
RIGHT  NOWI 


- 


Inspirational  stories  that 


will  mnko  you  forgot 
that  you're  shnilowl 


Don't  mis*  out!  Pages 
and  pages  of  hot  looking 
clothes  that  will  get  you  lai 


The  Cosmopolitoike  Issue  - January  '04 


This  issue  shows  you  what  could  happen  if 
you  trick  or  treat  alone  on  campus.  It  also 
includes  an  actual  Robert  J.  Birgeneau 
halloween  mask  that  kiddies  could  trick  or 
treat  with,  and  the  flrosh  PAP  test  results. 


h 

> 

j 
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The  Valentine’s  Day  Issue  - February  ‘04 


As  a spoof  on  British  trash  tabloids  (say 
that  5 times  fast),  the  Toike  Daily  News  was 
born.  This  issue  includes  an  advertisement 
for  the  Bible  on  DVD,  and  a pullout 
advertisement  for  the  Toike  Store,  where 
we  try  to  sell  you  our  useless  crap. 


The  Toikebustaz  Issue  - March  ‘04 


A present  from  our  staff  to  our  readers! 
This  issue  includes  a section  devoted 
to  TTC  humour,  and  six  Christmas  tree 
ornaments  that  kiddies  could  cut  out  and 
hang  on  their  tree. 


The  Retro  Issue  - April  ‘04 


As  a spoof  on  female  glamour  magazines, 
the  Cosmopolitoike  was  born.  This  issue 
includes  a special  pullout  section  devoted 
to  girl-humour,  and  a famous  birthcontrol 
advertisement. 


Love  is  in  the  air!  This  issue  is  a Valentine 
to  our  readers  from  our  staff.  It  also 
includes  a Valentine’s  Day  themed  pullout 
(not  recommended  for  contraception). 


K»  [ 

Dave  simply  exiulmActiui. 

> .ft# 

* 

i 
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An  entire  platter  of  cheeseburgers?  Enough 
said.  This  issue  is  a spoof  on  the  politically 
humourous  Adbusters  magazine.  It 
includes  a 20th  century  messy  room 
critique,  and  an  alternate  cover. 


What's  old  is  new;  the  Toike  Gazette  is  going 
out  with  a bang  and  reporting  news  from 
any  time  period  it  can!  It  also  includes  a 
Toike  signature  “build  your  own  article" 
pullout,  and  several  retro  advertisements. 


Toifce 

The  following  tabulates  the  number  of  times  each  of  our  staff  member’s  pictures  have  been 
featured  in  the  paper,  and  their  most  famous  appearance  (in  alphabetical  order,  we  don't 
play  favourites  here  at  the  Toike  - unless  your  name  starts  with  an  A.). 


Anne  Lange:  05  Holly  Woocli:  12  Laurent  Noonan:  07 

Tuikehusliir. cover Cosmopolitoike  sal  Sirexsed  exam  writer 

Annie  Unnold:  16  Jes.se  Katz-Totton:  04  Mei  Ling  Clien  : 02 

Skunk  quiz  expert  Robin  on  Halloween  Athletic  centre  photo 


Ronnie  Linklater:  02 
Ronnie's  aptidude  test 


Sean  Hockin:  05 
Nerd  workout  spokesman 
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AUNT  HAZEL'S 
LOVE  MAYONNAISE 


Savour  the 
taste  of  it 
in  your  mouth. 

you  simpfy  won't  he 
ah(e  to  resist  the 
taste  of  Aunt  Teazel's 
Cove  Mayonnaise. 

Ot's  the  only  mayo  made 
hy  Aunt  "Uazef herself \ 
Can  you just  taste  the 
creamy  passion  on  your 
[ihs?  Aunt  7~fazef  can... 


